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it was " an avenue for grief." Mrs. Pendarves
did her best to promote familiarity ; both she and
her sister were entranced by the diminutive clergy-
man, so full of earnestness, culture, and vitality ;
and they gave the brothers a clique name such
as they all had. Mary was Aspasia, Ann was
Selima, Mrs. Chapone became Sappho ; thus
Wesley was Cyrus, and Charles, gracious poet,
was drawn into the charmed circle as Araspes.
One can live an idyll even though haunted by
religious fears.

A correspondence followed (Charles's letters are
lost), on the surface suave, artificial, formal, yet
seeming to heave underneath with all the agita-
tions of suppressed passion. " My dear Varanese "
is mentioned again and again, but it is Aspasia
who now makes Cyrus's heart-strings vibrate, as
they did, with " that soft emotion with which I
glow even at the moment while I consider myself
conversing with a kindred soul of my Varanese."
If he walked with Varanese, it was of Aspasia that
he thought, of her gestures, of how she looked
when she sat on that tree-trunk ; even darkness
could not shade that " image of God." Thus,
deliciously, he instructed the sisters in the holy
life (how much better a thing Selima would find
existence if only she would get up at six every
day, to give one hour to private, one hour to public
prayer), while they on their part took upon them-
selves to cure " those improprieties of behaviour
which in my inexperience of the world so